re 
hi 


Lynch 


fe Beaten, Hanged and Shot, Yet Lives. 
ae a ae, ee 


SIMPLE NA RRATIVE. 


et ey a eee ee Ee a Eee i 2 fp aT 
ASF CES AC “ ik Wy ce K Ae Ne ; yj WG 
te ll ; «@ spat ih 


Ts 


Pr tb oy ey 

a ey i oe 

2 RN 
allt. 


as 


CHARGED WITH SELLING WHISKEY 


UNLAWFULLY. 


The Only Case on Record. 


2 Oa ee ee ee a Le 


m oy) Lal 
ss ¥ e 
aes 
—a 


Wz 
hy 


SPT Say 
4 = i ¥ hh 

¥ % f 
1 - A A. 

a a a oe 


; te 


iT = Fe 
= 


Bi@ Walks Qver Thirteen Miles With Two Bullets 
In His Neck --In the Hands of the Officers. 


fa ate ee Pe ee 


He HE DESGRIBES THE AWFUL SENSATION 


oe = 
gl — Fs a 


— 


. = . ; 
ad = = ——_ F — = — a oD . ~— = * 
= Loe tT +t are +z le : A tes pet eee as Sey = 
: Ar = i 2 ——— x 
— ; a? » — a, ee * i 
- rs ye ey ee ty el = eg 
2 =e oe red ae fa : : ee) ule ik as 


Te 
Lut 
Ree 
be tie 
BS 
im ‘ 
Fie 
p 


i Ce 


= Te 


'@ Editor Mitchell Visits the Jail and Accomyanies 
the Prisoner Back to Nansemond County---A 

1 ‘ ' ' ’ 
Graphie Neseription. 


Pianet Print, 5:4 E. Broad St.. Richmond, Va 
ah i Se WO, m hae! " Lied Ff aunt 4 Sa tre a Ley “ie hs 
CNET RINE, GDF RS 








Harvard University - Collection Development Department. Widener Library. HCL / 008839522 HUL-METS 










Lynched in Nansemond. 


— 





RE Eee 





ae mbes | "Te 
= eee 
"==" @ 


—NOT GUILTY 


Beaten Hanged, and Shot Yet Lives. 


_ IsaacJenkins’ lie 
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CHARGED WITH SELLING WHISKEY 
UNLAWFULLY. 


The Only Case on Record. 


_ Walks Over Thirteen Miles With Two Bullets 
in His Neck --In the Hands of the Officers. 


_ HE DESCRIBES THE AWFUL SENSATION 


| a Liev» Mitchell Visits the Jail and Accom] anies 
tae frisoner Back to Nansemovd County---A 
Graphic Description. 








who was lynehed in Nansemond Co., had escaped. walked over 
thirteen miles, reached Norfolk and given himself yp to Lhe wu 
thorities there, we determined to visit him and to learn from his lips 
the truth concerning the matter. 
Reports had been sent out that he was charged with burning the 
house of John Cartwright. and had poisoned his three horses, that he 
[Jenkins] had confessed, declaring that he believed he should he hang- 
i ed and wanted to go that way, if he could kill Mr. Cartw right first 
We boarded the train Saturday afternoon, July 22nd, at the CG. & 
O depot, for Nerfolk, and shortly after ten o'clock were standing in 
the courthouse yard enquiring for the Norfolk jail, 
A white hatred gentleman in the city dispensary, possible a phar- 
macist. told us that the place we were seeking was across the street 
The police headquarters are in the same building but the apart 
ments are separate, Several of the city guardians with their helmets 
dark blue suits, pants with white corded stripe, were seated on a bench 
in front of the building 


[ isa sad story. Learning that Isaac Jenkins, the colored man 


IN THE NORFOLE JATL, 


We entered the jail door and enquired for the jailer. We stated 
our mission, and where we were from, An _ elderly gentleman, who 
might have been approaching 70 years, called for the jailer, and Mr. 
Louis Freedman made his appearance. “I will bring Jenkins into the 
yard,’ said he. A few minutes later the voice ol the old gentleman 
was heard— Alright, Richmond !’’—and we wended our way into the 
jail yard. | ; wy 

The high walls loomed up on either side like a castle, the heavy 





eoats of whitewash giving them a neat appearance, The prisoners 
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could be seen in the jail proper, seated in every conceivable shape. 
| Many were sending messages to their friends. As far as we were able 
to see and judge, it is cleanly kept. 

“There is Jenkins,” said the jailer’ We looked and saw a brown 
skin man about 5 feet, 6 inches in height, medium built, hair cut close 
and mustache. He seemed to be in pain and moved with a careful tr ad 

to a plank alongside the prison walls in the shade, where he | at down, 
The jailer and his deputy had retired, and save the presence of one oF 
two prisoners and a visitor we were left alone. i 


*, 
A PITIABLE OBJECT. 


Jenkins was a pitiable object. On his head wore nine wounds, sev- 
eral of them being dangerous gashes, apparently severe enough to have 
fractured the skull. His neck and the right side of his head just be- 
low the right ear were awful, At the last named place were two bul- 
let holes, from which matter oozed and he mopped them from time to 

time with a towel. The revolver had been held so close to him when 1b 
was fired that the powder was driven in with the ball and scorched the 
Hesh, . 

The rope with which he was hanged had made a dark ridge, the evi 
dence of an abrasion of the skin, The unfortunate man had a mourn 
fullook on his countenance 

We sat down on an old stove slightly in front of him, but this prov- 
ing too uncomfortable, we took a seat at his side It was then. we 
handed him a copy of the Richmond, Va. Planet, containing the pict- 
ure of the four colored men lynched February lst, at Richlands, Va 
He gazed at it with interest, Which was increased when he found that 
we were ‘*Mitechell.’’ We had taken out our note book, and wrote 

| down his statement word for word. It isas follows: 


- A PATHETIC SIrORY. 


“Vy name is Isaac Jenkins. I live in Nansemond County, about 
nine miles trom Suffolk. I worked on the farm at Wagner’s when this 
veeurred, On Thursday, 18th, a week ago, | went dn an excursion. 
When I got back to Cartwright’s Whart, Nansemond Co., Constable 
| Branch appeared and arrested me. | kept on enguiring—asking him 
| what was the matter, and he would not tell me. When he got up the 

hill, he said: “IT am arresting you for selling whiskey without a li- 
cense’?’? During the time he was talking, he stooped down, looked over 
i into a yard and said, ‘ley! what’s this here?” l pene him, Phis 
| man’s house burned down.’ ‘How long has it been done? I old him 
three weeks this coming Saturday night. Then he questioned me* 
about this house. I knew nothing about it; so he said: “This man lost 


Se SEG a ge heey “ao 
OMe horses,’ | said, ‘Vas. Sil," had bad luck. Llow that happened ‘ 


Told him I didn’t know. ‘How long has it been?’ Told him going on 

| three months. [Here Jenkins paused in his narrative to wipe his 

; wound.| He went off towards the lot. 

: TRIES TO EXTORT A CONFESSION, 

f During that time another officer drove up, named Jimmy Jordan 
| He and Constable Braneh had a whispering talk, Branch comes back 


to me again and says: “Tell me, Jen kins,—better own up and tell me 
all you know about this thing. There’s a erowd of men down there 
laying and waiting for you,’ Goes off again Leaves me in charge of 
the man that was with him when he made the arrest. 
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Comes back again and stands around [ suppose, all of two hours 
and waits. I ecouldn’t tell what he was waiting for, 


THE CONSTABLE’S SUSPICIOUS ACTIONS. 


_ §o finally, he couldn’t get the gang like he wanted them. so he 
drove off in a slow move, making for Suffolk jail. It was then about 
half past eleven o’clock at night. Drove real slow for three miles 
stops his horse immediately, makes a whoop. No man answers jogs 
along ata trot again. Got down to Suffolk jail at about two o’eloek in 
the morning. After I got out the buggy at Suffolk I said: Tell me 
point blank what am Ll arrested for? He said: ‘For burning a house.’ 
This ends that from the arrest to the jail. I stayed there from Thurs- 
day at two until Saturday evening at 6 o’clock. | 





TO BE TRIED AT NIGHT, 


_ He took me out for trial; going along the road he says to me; 
‘Isaac [know you from a boy—know your mothee and father before 
you.” I replied, yes sir. He say, ‘Tell me the truth—all you know.’ 

I told him I would, so help me God. Itold him I was innocent of 
that, if I never speak again in this world, I’ve never done that man 
ten cents worth of harm—if I did, I didn’t know it. 

We were driving along the road. A fellow named Doe Whitley,’ 
drove up. He said to Doe—‘ You drive on ahead ; #0 down to Mr, Cart- 
Wright's and tellhim to meet me at E, Lice Everett’s. 





4 MAGISTRATE’S IDEA OF LAW, 


Got there between eight and nine o’clock, Everett said, ‘Jenkins, 
I've sent you on to court.’ I said, What for? He said, ‘Selling whis- 
key without license.’ Send me on and didn’t give me a hearing? 

Said he, *You didn’t want no hearing.’ } 

I said, I ain't satisfied ; you’ve got your evidence and I want mine 
—l've got some witnesses. I said to the officer, Wont yougo and get 
my witnesses ’ He said, ‘No, I aint going after no witnesses late as tis 
now.’ I kepttalking. Hesaid: ‘Give me twenty cents a head for all 
your witnesses and you can have them,’ | 
I Know it was hard, but it seemed that I could feel that they were fix- 
ing up something on me, but not studying about death. I spoke to 
an old colored gentleman, and told him to go for witnesses. Time he 
started good, this Cartwright came along the road and hallowed over 
the fence, Constable Branch went to see Cartwright, 


A SUDDEN REMOVAL OF THE PRISONER. 


Be came back—ealled for his horse immediately—hitched it up— 
called for a man to open the gate—drove out—says to me: ‘Now Isaac 
tell me the truth.’ I said. Mr Branch, what I have told you about this 
house is the truth. Iam innocent. This was Saturday night, “Well, 


said he, ‘there isa crowd of men down the road who is going to take 
your life. And I didn’t believe it. Went on about three miles. Hive 


men rushed out of the woods—said, ‘Hold up—want this man! 
Grabbed me, knocked me out of the buggy, black-jacked me in the 
head—earried me in the woods—eontinued to blaek-jack and elub me- 
Grabbed me up—put my head into the rope—hoisted me up—let me 
drop—choked me speechless, 
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NAMES OF THE MEN IN THE MOR. 


_ I heard the voice of John Cartwright, saying, ‘I’m going to shoot 
him,’ Weard the voice of Jim Jordan, saying, ‘Don’t shoot him he 
is dead already.’ Immediately heard the pistol fired twice right into 
my neek and they all left—but when they left I don’t know. _ 

_ Inafew moments the rope slipped,and I found that I was still in the 
world—bowed my head as best I could with the handeuffs on me pull- 
ed the rope from around my neek—eould hear them going from me 
peemed to be about twenty or twenty-five. Icrawled away and made 
for the first light I saw ; | 7 





REFUBED TO HELP HIM, 


Tt was a widow woman’s house, named Jane Savage. 
| begged her to pour water on me as soon as she eould, and stated 
my trials to her. Went on further to another mun’s house—don’t know 
his name—he was afraid of me 

Went further to a friends house, named Joshua Fowlkes. He bath- 
ed my wounds I tried to get him to bring me to Norfolk for proteec- 
tion, He was scared of meand had me put out as quick as he eould, 
lL gotin the road and I made it to my wife’s house as best I ecould— 
about one hour of day last Sunday morning—told my complaints, and 
told her I thought they would be to look for me. f 


. FED IN THE Woons, 


Take me a blanket—go in the woods and make mea bed. I’m so 
bad off, | eun’t stand uporsitup. Shedid so, About ten o’elock there 
came up about thirty men looking for me—reported that they were to 
protect me. [heard them coming aad moved off my bed—got in a 


thiek place of weeds—laid down. 
ANOTHER BODY OF MEN AFTER IIM. 


ul fi * wy r a. . a | ‘ y r F 
th They perused the woods over. Some said, ‘Made hig Wy across 
Go, river by water’ One said, ‘Don’t care where he is, he ean’t live 
Dida" eee them allthis time, but didn’t dare speak or show myself 
7 MM Li J ‘ 4 i) i 7 i 7 Laur a 1 . F : é v ™ * 
hat ri 2 cin aie Came home Sunda sy evening in that squall Got over 

ehind the trunk and chair; stayed there until 12 or one o’cloek that 
a hae and made my way for Norfolk. Struck Chureh Street—seen an 
| cer, told him I wanted to see a city doctor. Put me ina wagon and 
rought me to the station house. That ended it ” 
h In reply bo Olly que ry ried bo whether or not he Woll ld he willing én 

i ¥ himself photographed, he answered in the affirmative and said re- 

*th " é iia Q f . 
Bretfully: I wish you could have gotten a photograph of me when | 
came here, and then take one now ”’ . 


JENKINS PIIOTOGRAPHED, 


he When | came here my neck was swollen and I could not move my 
triel -, Une of the bullets cut my guzzle pipe I could feel the blood 
s ckling down my throat as I swallowed it. That was what caused me 
580 much trouble in eating and talking eye WIRE 
Thane had asked at Visitor for a cigar stump, and we need no hetter evi- 
for ee of the penniless condition of thisman. We pave him tifty cents 
Y which he thanked us. . hai WOKS 
the oe Louis Freedman the jailer, stated that he saw no objeetion to 
J 'S8eeuri = * nde i : : { : at a F 
ity oe Jenkin 8 photograph in the jail yard, and believed that 
Sergeant T. I, Dorman would allow it to be done. 
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" +e 
Business being pressing we returned to Richmond that a 
night It was Wednesday morning when we left vie N. & W : me | es a ) 
Norfolk. We met Lawyer R. G. L. Paige and @ few moment il spe me | 
had accompanied us to the court-room of Judge last, aay kin ara be } 
lar Police Justice. The officials were unwilling to aul low . enking far: | 
wlery, but readily agreed to the allowing 1 


CArrie iy A yhotograph pri 
Laas itl ati! Hi Kaber were secured and 


to be taken in jail. The services of Mr 7 
he repaired to the jail. 
"WE SHERIFF COMES FOR THE PRISONER. | 
a a u 
of Nansemond County, Mr Bakers 
5 r = f > eh 
ry Jenkins to Suffolk. Waer 


We assured him 
‘= 


It was learned that the Sherif 
had arrived with the proper papers to carry | 
we told the helpless man of this, his face blanched. beer ee, 
that the sentiment had turned im his favor and that he Ns hie is Le 
tected. “You see, Mr. Mitchell, is natural, > gaid he, “for a man 
has bee vouch what I have to be uneasy. ey Le 
j si Dee then told him that we would go to Suffolk, shektih hingamap ete eee | 
him. We could not fail to observe the look of satisfaction on nis © | 


with 


tenance, t 
A CONSTABLE S BLUNDER. 
tear Constable Branech’s action, he I 
lt should not be forgotten that atte Constable ranch’ s a ia Vie 
| had the audacity to go to the Norfolk suthorities- —short ly afte oo nue 
tim’s arrival there—and without any papers showing his ag ae i cus ; 
he “Game for Isaac,’ asked that the prisoner be delivered into fis * 


‘i umky hy ‘= r qraii- 
tody. This Justice East refused todo unless protection was §™ 


teed the badly wounded man. 


BACK TO THE SUPFOLE JAI 


- . idea T rver ale 
| ft was about half past four P. M., when in company with patil gat- 
i \ A he wie ” LF 3 i Lye VUar ys ii nie (he i 
CO. Asbury, we reached the N. und W.depot, A erowd had cong 


A iy 

; 1 vil. nube . 

; 1 at Teane Jenkins was aboard, ive ml ; 

ed and we were confident that Isaac Jt nkins Was abot y Baker 














Inter the train started We conversed with the genial Sheri at wale | 

“ What is the charge against Jenkins ?”’ “Selling whiskey witho sen a 
age + aaa. is ian : at prese 

cense,’’ ei icl he. At least taere is no othe against him ab | hit (0 


: us “yor 
During the course of his remarks he said : “No officer ) reps hint | 
jeopardize the life of his prisoner. At ber further conversime We ine L 
| we went to Jenkins He was handeulfed to anobher prisone fe agail 
formed him of the stutus of the case, and promised to see : 
Sunday. ‘‘Have you any tes eo atine ear | 
iS ee? wanlia ie. ‘two girls and one poy. pa 
Yes," re plied he, ‘two fl five years at age.” He did not seen | 











miy 












foce and the girls are nine and He 
ale melined t talk, and alter remurking about a LAW y ON Jen= 
‘nto silence. When we reached Suffolk we jumped spite na ; 
kins. Hewas evidently very weak, A street-car was pon 
few moments later this dangerously wounded | pidden 
was within the confines of the Suffolk County jail. We rst a man whe 
acieu, and as he went off hobbling along—manacled vO ser very Sous 
was charged with stealing n cow—the piebure burned on returned jd) 
and with A. feeling ot anguish We sadly turned away \ ! 
+ehm hat night. ate 
dae daly Both, we again left for Suffolk County adaesey with 
| the affable eolored attorney, W. H. Arrington, and in Oe ther? 
| W. W. Gaines, pastor of the First. Baptist Chureh, with sé 
repaired to the gloomy eonfines ot the well kept prison. 
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THE TAILER AND TITE PRISONER. 


The jailer, Mr. BR... Norfleet, was sented under a large thee an a 
| shade, and as the party approachee, greeted them, In reply CO ies 
| question as to whether or not we could see Jenkins, he answered in ye 
| ulirmative, and proceeded to the jail, unlocked the door to the yard, 
and we were a few minutes later standing within the walled apewstaae 
Me led the way up the thoroughly scours d steps. <A key was insertet 
| Into the ponderous lock and the door swang open. 


MYSTERIOUS BLOWS ON THE WALI. 


Standing at the grated window was Isaac Jenkins. W [ had wipe Sim 
that it was reported that some parties had endeavored to xet ets 
jail the Friday preceding. It seems that a pane of glass in die chap tb 
Of the jailer’s room was heard to fall, and the prisoners thinking | sat 
amob was attacking the jail to get Jenkins, made loud digi tac dk 
iwakened the neighborhood, The pounding on the wall ceased, ? nF 
trouble igs explained by some that mischievous boys were ee 
rocks against the walls of the prison, wand agai as being caused by a 
S0at that butt out a window pane. yy ee Ee he 

“T was lying down,” said Jenkins. “and although | heard it, ait id 
fet upto see what it was. Some how or other I do not expect ti | vs 
Ong. My wounds trouble me most in the morning. I drop olf to s leep 
and hurt them in rolling about, so that when I wake up they are so sore 
that they make me almost erazy with pain. 

HOW HANGING FEELS. 


He then related how he felt when he was hanging. ~! prayed, ; 
said he, “from the time they dragged me from the buggy up uni il a 
hanged me, Tt was nothing but God that saved me. [ can almost tell 
What’s going to happen Don’t you know that I felt that you were ¢ Hoe 
Ing bo see me! When lL was hanged it was dark ’tis true, but it loo Lee 
tO me to be as bright as day. Ihad given up. [felt no pain. i ite 
. Came to myself I was on the ground—tTeaching un to my neck bo ae ag 
rene off, as well as my hands which were handetiffed would allow ou 
s€G@ my arms were also belted behind me, and I had to doul'¢ rs fe 
reach my neck. I drewa long breath. M hen | went to Jane ' hla 

told little John Savage to go and get me a wagon and mae ian ise 
“Orfolk and I’d give him five dollars, but he could not find one clit 
| hot expect to live. I had made up my mind that I’d die. 
; THE PAINFULNESS OF THE WOUNDS 
My neek worries me Ithought 16 was from the wounds, but hi 
doctor says not. The wrenching whet Iw is hanged sets Shame . 
An Informal conversation was indulged in es oe a "abgeg ota at iS 
“rove Baptist Church Rev H 1 Bareo baptised wee nit sc opty 
strayed away. My motherand father live at smith Hie ld, . oe eee mot - 
Ts name is A rena Tenkins. and my father’s name 18 J 1 Jenkins, | 
lave one brother and one half-brother. | oyster mostly in the winter 
“Nd truek in the summer. I shall live in Norfolk hereafter.” 
JENKINS COMPLAINTS. 
He complained of being eonfined in that close room, pratine that 
orfolk he was allowed to walk around inthe yard, | le Cou Id thris l 
etter there The jailer said there could be no objection to his eh 
Nat there, He was closely confined with a view to his safety. We bie 
him f00d-bye and repaired to the street outside, twhere we breathed 
Teer than when within the building “for the unfortunates. | 4. 
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. SIMON WALKE 





The 15 Year Old Boy. 


REPRIEVED FOUR TIMES, and SENTENCE 
OF DEATH COPIMUTED TO 20 YEARS IN PENITENTIARY 





BY GOVERNOR LEE, 
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